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a golden thought; so that as I walked back in the
cool of the afternoon, and saw the prodigious plain
stretch on all hands, and thought how strangely
my own tiny life was limited and bound, I felt that
the message of Christ was a mysterious trust, an
undefined hope; not a mechanical process of for-
giveness and atonement, but an assurance that
there is something in the world which calls lovingly
to the soul, and that while we stretch out yearning
hands and desirous hearts to that, we are indeed
very near to the unknown Mind of God.